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I WAS planning a very pretty and

pathetic sermon for thlB cheery Novembermorning. It was to h^ve quite an

edusatlonal twan;$ about It, and I am quite
ur<* chat you would have enjoyed its

pungency Immensely. I was going to inveighagainst thlfi season's terrific tendency
to ventilate conjugal difficulties In the
public prints. I was gc>lng to say spicy
thingp, thjt would forever have endeared n<«

to those adjectival clergymen who persls1
In looalng upon the stage as a menace tc

morality. My Idea was to ask my artl it

to drnw a picture of Ihe rual state ol

things.-.the actreys In all her ftnc feathers
and| furbelows,, dallying with her "pasI'
before a jury of peers, and then directly
opposite » picture of the Ideal condition.
this same actress sitting In her parlor surroundedby seventeen children, most of
them teething, and making crochet by the

f
eeue, \^\ J!
piltom \ 4M»,
(CtUMTEiS OF \ «3
^ CLANCARTY)

yard to gew around their poetic, Juvenile
undergarments.
Pft my soag rvway, mcdtter. I cannot

sin^ i'{ tfrnlght. Thift Is no time for fleiy
tirade# or blttei- denunciation. My fury
again&t the stage- has suddenly succumbed.
I Lave come to the concl jslo.fi that It 1«,
aft*r all, a lovely and a self-elevating
Institution, and I want to call to the attentionc>f the /rubllc.Including all the
enemUs of tae footlights.a certain calm
and refreshing Item of news that was recentlyflashed acrosti the Atlantic right
Into our astonished centre, It came like a

zepdy* of 8prlng,, and I p.resv>me that lis
healing Influence has already feen felt hy
a tltior sar.d tl'ted souls.
"Ouflonsly enough," s&ys this novelty

Item la Its simply, unalloy«d Ejngllsh, "the
visitors' list of vhe Savoy Hotel, London,
now Includes Lorqaufl Lady Francis Hope
(May Yohe); the fSarl and Conntess ot
Orkney (Connie Gilchrist), and the Earl
an($ Countess of (Jaiacarty (Belle Bllton, ti e

musical performer). All three mesalliance*
ha^e turned out singularly well. Lady
Hope, after four years of married life, Is
looldnj forward ';onfldentlj to motherhood.
Should there be a son, the a the succession
to thn? Newcastle dukedora would be assured,through the pretty American, once
a sjubrette."
Talk of yonr "Simple Stories for Young

GIr;s;" your Maria Edgeworth, your Grac-e
Agullfir, of "Hoiae Influence" fame; youi
Loulsti Alcott, *nd your Miss Mulock.
Th«se ladles Are *11 cast Into the shade by
the pure and pleasing* storr of domesticity
.and domesticity tingod with footlights.
that this paragraph sends right up to your
mental eye.
Think of that breakfast table at the

Savoy, all ye enemies of the s;age, and ltd
each utter a ;oud, pretentions "Mea culpa!'
For It is not at sll difficult.it is even b>>nig'Jyeasy.to jictnre a stately piece of
mahogany, built 'for f ix, around which are
sealed the three ex-footlight favorites, Lady
Hope, the Countess of Clancarty and the
Countess of Orkney, with their devoted
weddlag-ylng donors. Lord Hope, the Earl
of Olancerty and the Earl of Orkney. The
ladtes, all so yonng and fair, and fresh in
mo/niag laces, find no diamonds. (Titled
ladies don't wear diamonds ur.tll 6 p. m.)
The gentlemen, 6uave, gallant and exceedinglyplad that Cjey were born.
Pause, ye foes of the Jraraatlc world,

and llstenl Fo*r ye can surely bear the
deep, eontralvo tcmes of the ex-May,Yohe-
toilts that tv ere once used lrt a fiendish,
Ina.rtlfctlo effcrt to win dollars and centssaytag to Loird Francis: "Darl.ng husbah'},
please btitter me- a piece of toast. I am
fond of toast with my tea-"
A ad th>j Countess of Clancarty.she who

used to pose as n \eiy undraped Venus in
the English provinces, and sing decollete
onga toy the edification c>f the prurient.

KM TIQI
bleats forth: "Clancarty, dear, If you don't
think It will hurt me, I believe I could i

fancy a poached egg. Would you mind ask-
lng the waiter for one? I'm very timid
about speaking to waiters myaelf."
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While the third voice in this almost pastoraldomestic drama, coming from the exshirtdancer's lips (years ago nobody believedshe had anything but limbs), chirrupssweetly: "Good me lord. I pritheehand me a kippered herring. Thanks, very
much, my love. It is so good of you to
cater to little wifie's breakfast wants."
I say again Avaunt! to all who have creditedthe stage with producing nothing but

women unfitted to fill ,the position of wife
and mother. It grieves me very much to
think that I must trot over three thousand

; liquid miles in order to find these shining
lights of felicitous domesticity. But example
means a great deal. The American stage
leans upon that of England.even though
the managers who insist upon producing
English plays tell you that American playwrightsare the greatest on earth. It Is
good for the American public to look upon
my picture of triple extract conjugal
bliss, In. view of the deranged marital conditionsthat have prevailed theatrically In
this country since the present season be'
gan.
An unfreckled career seems to be necessaryfor dramatic success. Miss Julia Arthur'smanagers appeared to recognize this

when they sent out avant-couriers for the
production of "A Lady of Quality" with
the legend, "She comes unspotted before
the public." Of course, it Is rather dc,plorable, when you come to think of It.
You and I, cosmopolitans of cosmopolls,
are perfectly satisfied to see an artist doVtV./-VC1+ +K ,V
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playwright, and to forget whether she has
or hasn't a husband; whether she has been
divorced, or hasn't been divorced; whether
she is a moinmer, or whether she isn't a
mommer.
The great and ungullible public has

willed it otherwise. They are wailed in
by conventional restrictions, and they declarethat the ladies destined to amuse
them must be similarly walled in. "She
may be very nice," says materfamillas,
"but she has had three husbands, and I'll
never take Polly and Molly and Sukey
and Ann to see such a creature." And
Aunt Maria Jane goes seventeen times to
see Mrs. Kendal In "The Ironmaster" becauseit has been announced that with
her Willie she leads a most exemplary
married life, and has Ave olive branches to
cliudh that fact beyond the peradventure
of a doubt.

It comes to pass therefore, that you and
I, cosmopolitans of cosmopolis, are obliged
to take our tincture of art diluted with

HTS TO
the milk and honey of home affairs. We
ire bound to catt an e.ye behind the scenes
[which gives us a great deal more work to
3o), and to withhold our laurel wreaths uytilwe know precisely where wt> are plac;)OOOOOOQoooor
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Ing them.
Consequently, I feel I am doing the correctand estimable thing to-day vfben I call

the attention of the public to those three
skittish young things who have succeeded.
as everv Relf-rcaneetlncr American, erlrl nines
to succeed.In marrying titles, and not only
In marrying them, but In living happily
with them ever after. The picture at the
Savoy Hotel should be sketched, and then
framed over the hearth. It would pay a

kodak artist to journey Londonward, with
no other object In view than to portray that
ldpper-feast of the elx noble people.
Mrs. Potter chattered volubly .nbout "elevatingthe stage," and proceded to undertakethe task by shocking the conventional.

In an interview In the London Echo, the
other day, she remarked, complacently:
"I am afraid I can very fairly be
accused of being 'Individual,' but
my publics have likedmyunconventionallty."What publics? Those of
India, China and Japan, where there are no

censors and no gorgeous codes of domestic
morality such as prevail In England and
Amprion. Mrs. Potter made the mistake of
trying to elevate the stage all py herself,
and It Is a task that no woroatf can successfullyundertake. She believed that
simple endeavor and Incessant hard work
would Insure popularity. Her untramelled
enthusiasm led her to believe that the stage
was something other than what It really

> TITLES
0

1

)0n Q(

Is.a game that can occasionally be com- i

pared to "bluff".and she failed. Mrs. 1'ot-
ter has failed, for she has misunderstood
the texture of the modern audience, and 1

the idiosyncrasies of the general public.
I ai*i not digressing. I couldn't digress if

I waited to do it.and I don't want to do 1
It. Before me arises Inslsteiftly that 1
exquldte breakfast table picture at the
London Savoy, with the real human figures
of Lord and Lndy Francis Hope, the Earl
and Countess of Clancarty, and the Earl
and £ountess of Orkney.
Yes, they are elevating the stage. Can 1

you tjoubt it? It Is they that must make
the trojectors of an Independent theatre
feel olck and sorry In their shoes. Independenttheatre, forsooth! Why, the stage
is dependent upon a thousand trifles with
which the playwright and the actor's art
has nothing whatsoever to do.
Mis? Yohe, who is soon to crown her ex-

ultant dramatic career with a little Hope.a
Hope deferred for four years.was the very
la of norcAn vr*n wmilrl ornr hnxrc\ "h^licmorl

likely to lllupaine her profession. When
she vas singing in a three-noted song at the
Fifth, Avenue Theatre a few years ago In
"Natural Gas" you would have died with
laughter at the mere idea that as a titled
wife and mother she would bring joy to
Queejj Victoria's noble horde and elevate
the atage to the aristocratic niche. As
Laura Jean would say, no presentiment

BY AL
f ner future greatness caused us to burst ti
vifh hilarious plaudits as we sat and gi
rafehed that glad and joyous girl careering di
fcrougli a farce comedy with Donnelly and oi

lir.ard and Amy Ames. The future was ' cj
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lot foreshadowed. Alas! it rarely Is, ex- J11
i- *. 1--a malA/lrflnifli!!.

cepi in uoveis uuu ii>e-u.i;i mwu.
^

when you are willing to swear that the
^

tangled heroine will come out all right and
^

marry the only hero in the cast.
And Lady Clancarty! Who that ever

11

leard her wanton ditties and beheld the 81

perchance padded symmetry of her musicallimbs would ever have credited her
with the powers of elevation? It would r[
Save been just as simple to Imagine Mag- h

gle Cline as a duchess, or Marie "

Lloyd as a serene something-or-other.
1

3elle Bllton-Clancarty will live in the his-'
lory of peerage books, while your mere

common or garden Bernhardts or Duses l'

will go down to posterity in dramatic ^
compilations, put together by tired critics ianxiousto earn an honest penny by the
Juices of their pen.
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Burke will discuss Lady Clancarty. Per- ^
iiaps one of these days somebody will say t
to me, "Write me a thousand eulogistic r
words on Sarah Bernhardt for the obltu- ^
ary column." Wtflch do you prefer, my
aspiring debutante, Burke or Alan Dale? .

The Countess of Orkney was known to s

all London as Connie Gilchrist, the skirt c

dancer. Lovely, sinuous and Christmas- c

cardy was Connie, and the fanatics In Lon- l
don used to hate her because she lured the i

gilded youth of the English metropolis to l
the playhouses and was a vogue all by her- i

self. He* photographs adorned every pic- 1

AN DAL
ire shop from Trafalgar Square to LudlteHill. She had a face that the penny

eadfulwriter would describe as "danger-
isly beautiful." Ann the Earl of Orkney (
ime a-woolng like the froggy In the cli;1x3o°ck

Sll&vk .

ren's story, and, lo! she Is a lady of qualty,calculated to 6hine In the elltest light
nd bring Joy to the hearts of those manaerswho used to pay her ten pounds a
reek for her services. <

These three ladles are now happy wires
pon whom theatre-going materfamlllas <

rouid feel It an honor to gaze. They have
elected husbands from ranks that were
ace considered as the most fastidious on
arth, and there are no dissensions In
lose brilliant homes, no petty stories for
.ivorce court scandal-mongers, no pegs
vuii wmcu me ioes ox tne stage can nang
aeir conventional, their odious Bermonttes.Lady Clancarty Is eyen the possssorof a brace of children-i-called In low
fe twins, and there Is nothing more derablein the whole domestic economy than
wins. Lady Clancarty has, in fact, ele-
ated the stage to the topmost rung of the
onnublal ladder, and should she ever re-
irn to it, her success.especially In Amer:a.wouldbe assured.
These titled beauties never palavered
round the idea of elevation. There was
10 jargon about being "wedded to art,"
.0 hlgh-falutln essays on the mission of
ae drama, and the future of the actress,
hey left all that sort of thing for others
ho have not drawn prizes in life's lottery,
hey acted while those others were talk-
ig. They elevated while their sisters were

lerely discussing the ways and means for
j doing.
It is u lovely and fertile subject. It

g fraught with significance. Only the
nvious and the members of the ProfesionalWoman's League will dare to oisgruewith me. In the weekly debates held
y that emhient sect of advanced old
idles, who were matineed. at the Fifth
.venue the other day, there is never any
ilk of elevating the stage us it should bo
levated. But if Mrs. A. M. Palmer and
irs. Queenie Yassar Lynch, and Miss Laura
lurt. and Mrs. Marguerite St. John Yvood.
nd Miss Mary Shaw, and Miss Cora Tanerwould only take it into their amiable
eads to show young girls how to elevate
he stage with honor to themselves and
espectable comfort to the public, the
<eague would fill a "long felt want."
To live happily ever after with a title

ibout your garments Is surely one of the
weetest rewards of a touring actress. Tt
lash through the thoroughfares of a big
lty with a brougham, a couple of spanking
lorses, and a lawfully wedded husband
vho Is not a plain mister Is certainly a

uminous manner of portraying the belignand graceful Influence of the stage.
It la "elevation" la Its most emphatic

§on<$ $r\d Danes
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§fa-|e.
o;m. "Elevation" tljRt la tangible and
Isjlble. Even some the oergy, who
/ere accustomed to regard Hay Yo>ie,
3elle Bllton and Connl^ Gilchrist aa tho,ns
n the flesh, would ui hesitatingly acccrd
ho most conspicuous pevi In ttjlr
:h,irches to Lady Fran,,is Hope, the CVrjib^of Clancarty and i^ilady Orkney. Ii Is
.11 very well, In your American Indeicndence,to suggest.just for the Bake of
irgument.that a title means nothing. It
neans a great deal. You know It does.
low. don't you? Confess that you do. Admitthat you revel In stories that deal
ivith the union of the stage and the arteoeraey.You would sooner spend an hour
seruslag a description of Lad^ Frauds
dope's cottage by the sea, than in conning
in essay by Henry Arthur Jones on "The
tenascence of the English Drama."

e.

(COUNTESS Of^ Orkney)
TYe are not a serious people. Perhaps

Hie time will oome when we »h»ll lArtlr

upon the drama as an electric platform
from which eternal troths.or lies.most be
dinned into onr ears, at a cost of $1.80 per
team of ears. Many people are trying to
hurry on that time. Sometimes I would
that It were here, myself. But we are
far from serious yet We regard the stage
as a sort of delectable entertainmentsomethingthat will sing a tnmty-tum la
jur bread-and-butter-weary ears.and wo
gaze upon actors and actresses Impertinently.Their pasts and their presents
are ours, and we are Interested In their
future, and quite disposed to prophesy
their hereafter. We make a complete list
of our favorite leading lady's husbands,
even though this often entails arduous
work and abstruse research.
We declare that we will never again

countenance tne saucy young husband
who has beaten his wife, and then "defied
public opinion" by going to the vaudeville
stage. We look askance at our sweet little
Ingenues and calcium ladles, and say In
the charity of our hypocrisy, "She's no betterthan she ought to be. I read all about
her the other day," and then we go home
and say to our daughters, "No, my dear.
You shall never, never go upon the stage.
It Is not the kind of life you ought to lead.
Women should, first of all, and last of all,
learn how to be useful wives and
mothers."
So lnt mo cnJ +Vi!c nrlfh a Anal o-lor,oo

at Lady Hope and the Countesses of Orkneyand Clancarty, eating their breakfasts
and elevating the stage. That breakfast
table should become historic. If it were a
dinner or a supper table, I should not
hold it up, because dinners and suppers
are frequently perverted from their originalidea of mere nourishment purveying
offices. Breakfast is a healthy, robust and
moral meal. Nobody could be saucy or flippantat breakfast. It is the one meal that
has survived the degenerate Influences oi
the century. People can't revel in the
early morn. The most convivial spirits are

lulled into opaque dulness at the initial repastof the day.
There is no flaw In the purity of the

picture that I have dished up to you this
morning. I can hear no voice dissenting
from the poetic truths I have culled from
it. The elevators of the stage have somethingto tjhink about for a few hours.to
ponder over in their moments of meditation.
And if my enemies accuse me of being

satirical, ana 01 1101 reuuy ucuewug a

solitary word I have written.well, I am

quite accustomed to being misunderstood,
and this latest insult will not sink deeply
into my nature. I nvaintain that the stags
Is on the road to elevation.

LAN DALE).


